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a grip like that of death: and suddenly I flung her
from me, and turned, and fled away, hardly knowing
what I did, along the road, alone. So I ran on in
the moonlight, till at last from sheer exhaustion I could
absolutely run no more, while my soul was filled within
me with the blackness of despair.

And all at once, I stopped, and stood. And I said
to myself: What am I doing, and where is the advantage
of rushing on at full speed, not even knowing whether
I am going in the right direction ? Alas! I have been
all befooled by this execrable incarnation of deception,
masquerading in a woman's shape; and now I am
like nothing but a little drop of water in the very
middle of the sea, to which all ways are alike. And
all my labour has gone for nothing. Alas 1 alas! Who
will bring me to the haunt of the swan ?

And I looked round in the silence, seeing as it were
the objects round me for the first time. And I saw
that I was utterly alone in the dark plain, through
which the road ran, clear and white and without an
end, as if to mock me, like a chain of silver on a
sable robe. And I looked towards the east, and saw
the pale dawn glimmering on the very edge of the
world, as if preparing with apprehension to mingle
with the moonlit night. And at that moment, I
looked, and lo! there stood on the road' beside me
that very same old mime, exactly as he stood beside
me in my palace hall, before.